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Author's Notes: 
This is me pissing around with second person point of view. Going over a bit of a rough patch at the moment, 


so | guess [Nm trying to take my mind off things as well. Pre-written, a few days ago. 


Blue meets blue over an expanse of noise, and you know he's staring you down. He's changed a lot, you briefly 
think. When he first joined, he wouldn't dare hold your gaze. Now, he defiantly tilts his chin up and looks down 
his nose at you. 


You can feel the anger roiling inside you. Insolent brat. 


He must know, you think. He smiles briefly, before he turns and bounces away, hair flying and thighs tight, 


loose, tense, untense as he goes, leaving you to face the crowd. 


Fucker. 


You suppress the growl that you can feel ripping up from your chest as you follow him offstage. God, you 
think Wish that kid would stay still for more than two seconds. Bounce, bounce, bounce. It pisses you off to no 


end. 


The other two are mysteriously gone, and suddenly ¡T's just the two of you in the dressing room. The two of 
you and your anger which has had enough of not being heard. 


In two long strides, you reach him and your fist curls into his hair. Violently yanks him around to face you, 
Just as he throws off his shirt. You ignore his cry and let your stare blaze down onto him. Maybe if you look 
at him like this for long enough, he'll spontaneously combust so you don't have to deal with his shit anymore. 
Something deep inside knows that you wouldn't like that. 

‘Who the fuck do you think you are?‘ you snarl at him. 

You see the hurt which washes over him, but you ignore it. He just looks resigned now. 

‘What did | do this time”: 

His voice is bitter and stained with disappointment. 

‘You know god damned well what you did, motherfucker,’ you hiss. 


How could he not, right? 


The genuine upset and confusion on the sinner's face fails to register through the domineering rage in your 


mind. 
Suddenly, though, he understands and disbelief clouds his features. 
‘Fucking hell, you're pissed at me because | looked at you funny?" 


He didn’t fucking ‘look at you funny; that eye contact was a challenge. You know that there's absolutely nothing 


else it could have been. 

Right? 

He needs to understand that you, only you, are the alpha male of this pack. 

‘God fucking damn it all to hell he sighs, still with his head tilted at a painful angle because your hand is fisted 


in his hair. 


‘| fucking looked at you. | smiled. | was having a good time. | enjoyed sharing it with you because | count you as 


my friend; the sinner says, bitterly, without reaching your eye. He knows better. ‘Why d'you always have to 


take everything as a personal threat? 
You're speechless, his words echoing around your skull. 


His strong neck is still bent sideways, and his eyes are downcast. He doesn't struggle, just looks resigned. He's 
waiting for you to let him go. 


You slowly unclench your fist. Waves of his hair fall free, and he grimaces as he straightens. He's used to this. 
He's careful not to meet your eyes again. 


‘I'm taking a fucking shower; he sighs, shoulders slumped. Your eyes follow him as he leaves the room, and you 
still haven't spoken. 


He deserved that, right? 

No, he fucking didn't, a bitter voice says in the corner of your mind. Shit. 
You walk out of the room, to the showers, after him. 

The voice comes back 


He just wants your approval. He wants you to see him as he sees you - as a friend. Your fucking vodka 


goggles turn everyone against you, but only in your mind. Your fault. 

You almost pay attention to the voice as you scaled yourself under the shower, in the cubicle next to his. 
You hear him humming a soft, sad song to himself. 

Your fault 

Your fault. 

When you both get out of your showers, you're on him again, hand in his hair. 


‘Fuck, what's with you? Isn't once enough for tonight? he hisses miserably. But then you yank your gazes 


together, and his face becomes confused, questioning. 
Sorry,‘ you mutter, then release him quickly and turn away. 


‘The fuck?! he says in wonder. It doesn't matter. 


